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And comes notin,ouer-ruldeby prophecies, 

3 feare th e p ower of Percy is to weake. 

To wagean inftanttriall with the King. 

Sir (JM.Why, »ny good Lord, you neede notfcarc, 

Thereis Douglas and Lord Mortimer. 
tsfreh. No, Mortimer is not therc- 

SirCM. But there is Mordake, Vernon, Lord Harry Percy 
And there is my Lord of VVorcefter, and a head 
Of gallant warriours, noble gentlemen. , 

u/frch, Andfo there is,but yet the king hath dr3wnc 
T hcfpcciall head of al the land together. 

The Prince of Wales,Lord Iohn of Lancafter, 

Thenoble Wcfimerland,and warlike Blunt, 

And many mo coriuales and dcare men 
Of'eftimarion,and command in armes. 

SirM. Doubt not my L.helhall be well oppos’d 
Arch, I hope no lclTe,yct,ncedfull t’is to feare. 

And to preuent the worft,fir Mighell, fpeede: 

For if Lord Percy thriue not ere the King 
Difmifle his power,hemr anes to vifit vs, 

Tor hejhath hard of out confederacy, 

And,tisbut wifedometo make ftrongagainft him: 

Th erloremake haftl m u ft go write agamc 
To other friendes Sc fo farewell, fir Mighell, Exeunt ♦ 

Enter the King, Prince of wales, Lord Iohn ofL ancafter , 

Earle of W ejlmerlandftir Walter Blunt audFalftalffe, 

King , How bloudily the funne begins to peare, 

Aboueyonbusky hill, the day looks pale 
At his diftemperaturc. 

Princel he Southern® wind 
Doth play the trumpet to his purpofes, 

And by hollow whittling in tbeleaues,. 

Toretels a tempett and a bluftring day, 

K'w^.Then,with thelofers let it fimpathizc, 

Tor nothing can feemefbule to thole that winne. 

P he trumpet founds, Enter Worcefter, 

Xing. How now, my Lord of WorcefWns not well. 

That you and Ifhouldmeete vpon fuch tearmes. 

As* 


As now we meete. Y ou haucdeceiudeour truft. 

And made vs doflfc our cafic robes ofpeace, 
Tocrulh our old lims in vngentle fteele; 

This is noc well, my Lord.this is not well. 

What fay you to it? will you againe vnknit 
This churlifh knot of all abhorred war? 

And moue in that obedient orbe againe, 
Whcreyou didgiucafaircand naturall light. 

And be no more an exhal’d meteor, 

A prodigic of feare, and a portent 
Ofbrochedmifchicfe tothevnbornc times? 

Wor, Heareme.my Liege: 

For mine owne part,I could be wellcontent 
To entertaine the lag end of my life 
With quicthoures.Forlprotcft, 

I haue no t fough t the day of this diftike,’ 

King- You haue not fought itihow comes it then* 
Pal, Rebellion lay in his way,and he found it. 

P rin Peace, chcwet.pcace. 

W or. It pleafde your Maiefty to turne your lookes 
Of fauour,from my felfe,and all our houfe. 

And yet I mutt remember you my Lord: 

Wc were the firft and dcareft of your friends, 
Foryoumy ftaffeofofficcdidlbreake, 

IniRichards timc,& potted day and night 
T o tneety ou on the way,and kiffe your hand, 

When yetyouwerein place, and i n account 
Nothing fo ftrong and fortunate as I. 

It wasmyfelfe,my brother and hisfonne 
That brought youhome,and boldly did outdate 
The dangers of the time. You fwore to vs. 

And you didfwcare thatoth at Dancafter 
Thatyoudidnothingpurpofe gainfttheftate 
Nor chime no furthcr,then your new falne risiht. 
The feat of Gaunt,Dukedome of Lancafter, 

1 o this, we fwore our aidetbut in ihort fpace 

SrL r f °, rtune fhowring on your head. 

- <.nd fuch a floud of gr catnes fell on you, 
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